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to this practical test, that in fact I had nothing to write
about. Tet my mind had been so full; and even now a
spark, and it would again light up; but the flame never
kindled, or, if ever I fanned an appearance of heat, I was
sure only to extinguish it. Why could I not express what
I seemed to feel ? All was a mystery.

I was most wretched. I wandered about in great distress,
for my pride was deeply wounded, and I could no longer
repose on my mind with confident solace. My spirit was
quite broken. Had I fought my great battle now I should
certainly have been beaten. I was distracted with dis-
quietude ; I had no point of refuge, hope utterly vanished,
It was impossible that I could be anything; I must always
fail. I hated to think of myself; the veriest dunce in the
school seemed my superior. I grew meek and dull. I learnt
my dry lessons; I looked upon a grammar with a feeling of
reverence. My lexicon was constantly before me; but I
made little advance. I no longer ascribed my ill progress
to the uninteresting task, but to my own incapacity. I
thought myself, once more, half a fool;

CHAPTER XII.

I now been blessed with a philosophic friend, I might
have found consolation and assistance ; but my instructors,
to whom I had a right to look up for this aid, were, of course,
wanting. The system which they pursued taught them to
consider their pupils as machines, which were to fulfil a
certain operation, and this operation was word-learning.
They attempted not to discover, or to develop, or to form
character. Predisposition was to them a dark oracle ; or-
ganisation a mystery in which they were not initiated.
The human mind was with them always the same soil, and
one to which they brought ever the same tillage. And mine